to that shabby little chamber of horrors in the crypt where
the authorities have bestowed such cheap or damaged
statues of the saints as are not considered worthy of a place
above. "We would buy votive candles from the practical-
minded attendant, especially for St. Expedit, who, we had
been told, was able to ensure us a calm Channel crossing.
Observing the destination of our candles the attendant once
remarked: 'Ses clients sont f habitude tres satisfaits'
Bagnoles de 1'Orne saw us at irregular intervals, for John
the humanitarian was reaping the harvest sown by John the
sportsman. A vein injured long ago in hunting began to
cause anxiety and we went to Bagnoles so that she could
take the baths. We became very fond of the dull litde burg
where the baths (which I also took) were pleasant enough
and the unconquerable sleepiness that followed them de-
lightful. Books we took with us, of course, as usual,
and enticed the wild birds to join us in our bedroom.
The chaffinches would bring their babies to see us and
would feed them from the crop as we lay and watched
them.
There was an tlnsuccessful visit to Monte Carlo, under-
taken by John partly as an 'aftercure' and partly because I
had never seen the Riviera. We went there *hors saison* and
were very unhappy. It was before the evolution of a sum-
mer season and we found a desert of dusty streets and shut-
tered shops. Although years had elapsed since Ladye's
death and John had thought herself able to face the past, the
wound of her bereavement seemed to open afresh and no
effort could dispel her abysmal depression. We had made
up our minds to beat a retreat when one night she suddenly
became violently ill. Whether it was food poisoning or a
virulent chill, the results were such that I was panic-
striken. The hotel people were as unsympathetic as only
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